0  Tableland! O plain of Troy,
Whereon we wage the wars of joy!
You, Agamemnon to our force.
Big-bellied as the Trojan horse!

Well marshalled by your genial roar,
The servants massed in order pour
The blood some thirsty summer shed,
Now ten years rising from the dead.

Still from your cellars3 costly glooms
Each bottle like an Orpheus comes,
And bends his golden neck till we
Can all but clasp Eurydice.

A Victory plunges through the air.
As well as Love, wine casts out fear!
The butler's Marathon goes round,
And still your friends orchestral sound.

The artists are in heart to join;
There's scholarship in each sirloin:
"Do you prefer it brown or red?
What did you say that Shakespeare said?

"The book is somewhere on my shelves:
Yes; God helps those who help themselves
Don't mind, my Friend, it's only froth,

1 like a dappled tablecloth!
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